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How parts relate to parts, or they to whole,
The body's harmony, the beaming soul,
Are things which Kuster, Burman, Wasse shall sec
When man's whole frame is obvious to &jlea.
" Ah, think not, mistress ! more true dulness lies
In folly's cap, than wisdom's grave disguise.
Like buoys that never sink into the flood,
On learning's surface we but lie and nod.
Thine is the genuine head of many a house,
And much divinity without a vovg.
Nor could a Barrow work on every block,
Nor has one Atterbury spoiled the flock.
See! still thy own, the heavy cannon roll,
And nietaphysic smokes involve the pole.
For thee we dim the eyes and stuff the head
With all such reading as was never read :
For thee explain a thing till all men doubt it,
And write about it, goddess, and about it:
So spins the silk-worm small its slender store,
And labours till it clouds itself all o'er.
" What though we let some better sort of fool
Thrid ev'ry science, run through ev'ry school ?
Never by tumbler through the hoops was shown
Such skill in passing all, and touching none;
He may indeed (if sober all this time)
Plague with dispute, be persecute with rhyme.
We only furnish what he cannot use,
Or wed to what he must divorce, a Muse :
Full in the ruidst of Euclid dip at once,
And petrify a genius to a dunce;